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QUESTIONS 


I  sit  and  dream  and  wonder  too 

About  the  meaning  of  things  we  do  — 

Of  why  we  are  here; 

From  whence  we  have  come; 

And  where  we  are  going 

When  our  work  is  done? 

It  all  seems  such  a  mystery  — 

The  growth  of  a  flower,  a  plant,  a  tree. 

And  even  this  matter  of  our  existence, 

My  common  sense  questions 

With  steady  insistence. 


AND    SOME    THERE    ARE 


And  some  there  are 
Who  do  not  know  the  thrill  of  spring, 
Because  they've  toiled  too  much. 
And  long  ago  forgotten  how  to  sing. 

They  do  not  see 

The  beauty  in  the  skies, 

For  weary  heads  are  drooped. 

And  there  is  tiredness 

In  their  eyes. 

Their  dreams  are  dim,  uncertain  things; 

Sometimes  of  love; 

But  mostly  of  the  pain  it  brings. 


NICK    ZYNCHUCK 


He  was  only  a  foreigner  who  thought  that  rights 
Meant  fairness  and  such  in  the  language  of  whites. 

It's  true  he  did  not  have  the  price  to  pay 
For  a  room  to  stay  in  night  or  day. 
He  had  walked  the  streets  in  gaunt  despair 
Where  signs  of  plenty  were  everywhere. 

"Why  can  it  be?"  he  cried  with  passion, 
"That  I  am  an  outcast  in  this  fashion?" 
"What  have  I  done?  What  is  my  crime? 
I  should  have  food.  That  room  is  mine." 

And  so  his  footsteps  homeward  turned. 
While  anger  mounted  high  and  burned. 
And  at  his  door  he  paused  amazed 
At  the  wretched  sight  on  which  he  gazed. 

His  friend,  his  neighbor,  just  across  the  hall. 
Bedridden  and  ill,  through  accident  and  fall, 
Was  being  carried  out  into  the  street. 
Because  his  bills  he  too  found  hard  to  meet. 

"Another  eviction,"  some  stranger  remarked, 
While  simultaneously  a  revolver  barked. 
The  foreigner  lay  dead  at  the  feet  of  his  friend. 
Whose  right  he  had  foolishly  dared  to  defend. 

And  what  are  we  who  stand  unmoved 
At  such  a  crime  as  this? 
Do  we  not  care?  Or  once  again  — 
Is  ignorance  bliss? 

Has  death  become  the  penalty  for  right? 
Oh  yes,  whenever  right  opposes  might. 


THE    ARTIST 


Far  from  reality  in  his  ivory  tower, 

He  lived  and  dreamed  through  many  an  hour; 

Conscious  often  of  mental  strife, 

Aloof,  alone,  dissatisfied  with  life. 

His  work  a  mirror  of  the  tumult 
Of  his  mind 

Found  markets  now  and  then 
With  others  also  blind. 

But  labour  marched  —  life  called! 
He  suddenly  awoke  —  enthralled. 
Fogs  and  fantasies  were  cleared  away, 
The  long  night  ended; 
There  dawned  a  new  day. 

And  now  he  takes  his  stand 
With  spirit  fine, 
For  truth  spoke  out 
On  the  picket  line. 


CHINESE    SHOP 


A  Chinese  shop  is  a  treasure  trove; 
A  place  to  muse  and  browse  and  rove, 
With  its  myriad  beauties  in  silk  and  jade, 
And  colourful  labels  in  China  made. 


TORONTO'S    GREENWICH 


There  is  a  street  not  far  away, 
Where  bizarre  shops  so  quaintly  stare; 
Inviting  all  —  both  old  and  young 
To  view  their  wares  in  gay  array. 

A  tall  old  house  with  youthful  bloom 

Has  charm  of  its  own  for  everyone; 

With  substance  to  please  the  inner  man  — 

Your  fortune  you  learn  —  or  maybe  your  doom. 

Artists  of  course  have  done  their  share, 
To  contribute  the  necessary  atmosphere; 
Sufficient  at  least  for  the  layman's  eye. 
To  make  a  Greenwich  Village  there. 

If  touches  from  a  foreign  land 
Appeal  to  you, 

Arousing  thoughts  of  other  climes; 
Just  browse  along  that  way  sometime. 
To  learn  what  the  creative  urge  will  do. 


APARTMENT    DWELLER 


We  loved  the  way  the  sunlight 
Made  patterns  on  the  floor; 
We  even  loved  the  murphy  bed 
Tucked  up  behind  the  door. 


REFUGE 


Not  in  the  clouds 
Of  some  dim  dream, 
Where  shadow  thoughts 
Come  and  go, 
But  out  in  the  streets, 
In  the  haunts  of  man. 
Surcease  is  there  — 
Along  life's  stream. 


CHILDREN'S  VOICES  IN  THE  STREET 

Often  I  wish  that  I  were  just  a  child  again, 

Running  to  school. 

Freedom  I  took  for  granted  then; 

Life  was  so  gay  and  unafraid. 

But  then  I  little  knew 

The  price  my  mother  paid. 

Spring-time  was  a  season 
Of  violets  and  daffodils; 
Long  rambles  in  the  woods; 
We  climbed  the  highest  hills. 

Summer  brought  the  holidays 

We  then  so  little  needed 

To  build  our  health. 

Advice  we  heard  but  seldom  heeded. 

Then  Autumn  sent  us 
Back  to  school  once  more, 
To  search  for  truth  and  wisdom 
Hidden  in  ancient  lore. 

Strange  that  winter  brought  us 
Scarce  a  pang. 
Santa  came  to  us 
While  sleigh-bells  rang. 

Was  I  not  wealthy  then!  This  was  my  life. 

I  was  shielded  from  all  suffering  and  strife. 

So  now  when  I  hear 

Children's  voices  in  the  street, 

They  call  me  back  as  to  some  far  retreat. 

But  those  days  are  gone 

With  all  their  dreamy  leisure. 

War  clouds  gather  — 

Time  beats  a  war-like  measure. 

Why  should  I  dream?  Work  must  be  done. 

That  children  of  the  future 

May  play  in  the  sun. 


Wu.  y. 
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INTUITION 


There  is  a  feeling  in  the  air  to-day, 
Not  just  because  springtime  is  here; 
A  sense  of  waiting  everywhere 
For  what  the  coming  hours  will  bring. 


AUGUST  -   1939 


Life  is  like  a  deluge  nowadays 

Sweeping  us  on. 

Hurled  against  the  rocks 

Of  other  views  than  ours 

We  sink  at  times. 

Then  rise  to  battle  onward 

Toward  the  light. 

That  bit  of  hope  to  which  we  cling, 
Is  all  that's  left. 


LIBERTY 


We  all  have  dreams 
And  some  we  hold 
And  others  leave  behind; 
But  one  remains 
And  will  always  be 
One  that  is  common 
To  all  mankind. 

Liberty  — 

To  think  what  we  believe  is  right, 

Regardless  of  the  law  of  might. 

Liberty  — 

To  speak  alound 

And  risk  the  fury  of  the  crowd. 

Liberty  — 

To  have  our  faith  in  others, 

Though  they  are  not  racial  brothers. 

Liberty  — 

Dearer  far  than  life, 

A  thing  of  so  much  beauty, 

Yet  the  cause  of  endless  strife. 

Men  have  died. 
And  counted  not  the  cost. 
Because,  with  Freedom  gone, 
Is  not  all  lost? 


FIRST    SNOW 


I  raked  the  leaves 
On  our  front  lawn  to-day; 
And  picked  some  marigolds, 
Bright  and  gay. 

The  wind  was  blowing 
And  snow-flakes  fell. 
Some  children  played, 
And  I  heard  one  yell: 

"Winter  is  here; 

We  can  skate  and  ski." 

O  happy  if  life 
Could  so  simple  be. 


WORDS 


It  seems  to  be  the  trend  to-day 

To  fear  some  words, 

Not  really  knowing  what  they  say. 

Like  children  frightened  of  the  dark. 
We  close  our  minds  to  facts  too  stark. 

A  little  knowledge  is  a  dangerous  thing, 

'Tis  said. 

So  why  not  clear  the  mist 

From  things  we  dread? 


WAR    BRIDE 


White  lilacs  stare  through  the  fog  and  rain, 

Scarcely  noticed  by  some 

Who  have  too  much  to  bear; 

Yet  poignantly  emphasizing  the  pain. 

She  who  just  passed  for  one, 
Young  in  face  with  eyes  that  question; 
Beauty  of  figure  gone 
With  many  another  illusion. 

Alone  she  walks  in  the  dusk  of  evening; 
Alone  with  her  thoughts 
And  that  new  life  within  — 
Alone  and  questioning. 


UNDECLARED    WAR 


It  is  the  era  of  undeclared  war 
And  human  life  has  ceased  to  count 

In  Ethiopia  —  just  blacks,  they  said. 
In  Spain  —  why  worry  if  the  reds  lay  dead. 
In  China  —  yellow  coolies  suffered  pain. 
What  matter  —  we  were  not  to  blame. 

And  so  we  did  not  stop  the  holacaust; 
It  was  no  concern  of  ours 
That  lives  were  lost. 


WAR    BABIES 


There  is  no  such  thing 

As  peace  on  earth; 

Fear  haunts  the  minds  of  children 

From  their  birth. 

They  live  beneath  the  shadow 
Of  the  war  machine; 
They  know  what  haunting  misery 
Death  can  mean. 


THE    JEW 


I  love  the  Jew 

For  reasons  more  than  can  be  told 

I  feel  a  kinship  for  him 

Because  of  mutual  sufferings  ages  old. 

His  voice  is  music 
To  my  ears, 

Temepered  by  the  sadness 
Of  endless  years. 

His  search  for  truth 

Is  never-ending. 

Thus  his  way  of  life  and  mine 

Are  forever  blending. 


REFUGEE    CHILD 


Fearful  they  wander 

Far  from  homes  they  loved; 

Fearful  they  look 

At  the  skies  above. 

Children  with  eyes 
No  longer  young; 
Gazing  in  horror 
At  what  man  has  done. 

Their  mother  —  where  is  she? 
She  did  no  wrong. 
Her  love  was  with  them, 
All  the  day  long. 

But  now  she  has  gone  — 
Many  mothers  lie  dead; 
Their  children  are  fearful 
Of  what  lies  ahead. 

Those  bright  and  happy  eyes 
Now  hold  fear  and  terror. 
We  know  their  trust  in  us 
Should  be  gone  forever. 
But  we  have  learned  a  lesson 
From  their  pain  — 

Our  task  to  stop  this  murder; 
Or  else  our  lives  are  vain! 


THEY    SHALL    NOT    PASS 


I  think  1940  not  fourteen; 

Then  I  knew  not  what  war  could  mean. 

Now  it  is  spring  —  the  air  is  warm, 
Yet  war  has  reared  its  hideous  form. 

I  look  along  the  street 

Where  children  play 

And  wonder  --. 

How  long  can  they  remain  so  gay? 

The  sky  is  blue 

And  sunshine  sparkles  on  the  grass. 
A  Spanish  song  is  in  my  heart  — 
It  says,  "They  shall  not  pass!" 


THE    YEARS    BETWEEN 


In  the  rush  of  Christmas  traffic 
I  see  you  standing  there  alone. 
Our  eyes  meet  for  a  fleeting  moment 
While  the  years  between  have  flown. 


BIRCH    CLIFF 


A  blue  jay  calls 

And  memory  floods  my  being, 

As  Time  swings  back 

In  tune  to  my  remembering. 

I  see  again 

The  birches  on  Kildonan  Drive 
And  golden  chrysanthemums 
That  even  in  December  thrive. 


HIROSHIMA 


Hiroshima  —  O  lovely  sounding  name, 
Yet  monument  eternal  to  mankind's  shame! 


CHRISTMAS    WISH 


It's  Christmas-time 

And  all  the  world  is  tired  of  war. 

We  want  a  peace 

To  last  for  evermore. 


ODE    TO    SPRING 


At  dawn  I  heard  a  crow 
Upon  the  wing; 
And  breathed  once  more 
A  sigh  of  joy  for  spring. 


AUDREY 


Where  have  I  seen  such  loveliness  as  this, 
And  why  does  her  face  haunt  me 
Like  some  long-remembered  kiss? 


NEW    ERA 


I  like  to  see  old  ladies 

On  the  street, 

Hatless  — 

With  sandals  on  their  feet. 

How  different 

From  another  age, 

When  hats  and  gloves  and  corsets 

Were  the  rage! 


GOLDEN    WEDDING 


Fifty  years  of  life  you  have  had  together, 
Striving  for  your  place  in  the  sun; 
Trying  to  understand  the  meaning  of  things, 
When  all  is  said  and  done. 

Fifty  years  is  a  long,  long  time. 
Measured  in  pain. 
You  have  seen  three  wars  begun; 
You  wonder  when  peace  for  all  time 
May  be  won. 

Fifty  years  is  but  a  little  while 

Measured  in  joy. 

You  have  brought  new  lives  into  being; 

You  have  seen  the  wonder  of  their  growing 

Into  girl  and  boy  — 

Man  and  woman. 

Like  circles  eddying  outward 
From  some  pebble  idly  tossed  in  a  pond; 
The  ripples  move  out  of  your  line  of  vision. 
Yet  travel  far  beyond. 

And  so  with  you  two 

Now  and  forever. 

For  fifty  years  your  influence  has  grown 

And  will  always  grow, 

Through  those  you  have  loved  and  known. 


AWAKENIN<J 


We  little  know  ourselves,  it  seems; 
The  things  we  thought  were  facts 
Are  often  dreams. 

We  think  we  suffer 
And  life  seems  long  — 
Awakening  does  not  come  sometimes 
Till  life  is  almost  gone. 

We  think  regretfully 
Of  every  wasted  day; 
And  learn  at  last 
To  grasp  each  moment 
Before  it  fades  away. 


DREAM    OF    PEACE 

Song  Theme 


I  had  a  dream  last  night; 
'Twas  not  of  love. 

I  had  a  dream  so  true; 
'Twas  not  of  skies  of  blue. 

I  had  a  dream; 

'Twas  not  of  just  one  boy  and  girl. 

I  had  a  dream; 

It  made  my  senses  whirl. 

I  had  a  dream; 

I  saw  a  new  day's  birth. 

I  had  a  dream; 

That  Peace  was  here  on  earth! 


.^yrfteirmath 


THE    CHRISTOPHERS 


"You  are  a  Christopher,"  he  said, 
And  went  his  way, 
Leaving  me  wondering 
For  many  a  day. 

But  then  I  heard  a  voice 
Upon  the  air, 

Which  told  of  a  way  of  life 
For  those  who  care. 

"You  can  change  the  world 
In  any  way,"  said  he  — 
"Bring  peace  to  all  mankind; 
To  you  and  me." 

And  then  I  learned 

About  a  plan, 

To  bring  about 

The  Brotherhood  of  Man. 

And  I  felt  a  thrill. 
Remembering  happily, 
That  the  name  of  Christopher 
Had  been  given  to  me. 


REMEMBER    THE    DAWN 


If  the  night  is  long 

And  hope  has  gone; 

If  memory  but  adds  to  your  tears, 

And  the  darkness  increases  your  fears; 

Remember  the  dawn 

Solace  will  bring, 

And  the  birds  will  sing. 


LITTLE    THINGS 


It  may  be 

Only  a  flower  by  the  road, 

Or  a  bird 

On  the  branch  of  a  tree, 

But  through  the  eyes 

Of  the  child  in  me 

The  wonder  of  little  things 

I  see. 


SYMBOL    OF    PEACE 


They  were  singing  Christmas  carols 
When  they  called  on  me  one  night, 
And  I  watched  their  eager  faces 
Etched  in  the  clear  moonlight. 

One  came  from  Germany,  she  said. 
And  one  from  the  Netherlands, 
While  yet  another  spoke  to  me  — 
Her  voice  soft  as  her  Hawaiian  sands. 

A  tall  dark-skinned  smiling  man 

Had  come  from  the  Philippines. 

But  he  from  Bagdad  might  have  been 

A  memory  from  some  Arabian  Night  scenes. 

They  left  me  with  a  blossom  in  my  hand  — 

Hibiscus  from  a  southern  land; 

Like  a  flaming  torch  it  seemed  to  be 

A  symbol  of  peace  for  them  and  me. 


WHATSOEVER    YE    SHALL    ASK 


Is  it  too  much  to  ask 

That  I  shall  walk  again 

Beneath  the  sun, 

And  climb  the  mountains 

Near  the  peaks, 

And  feel  the  wind 

Upon  my  cheeks? 

Is  it  too  much  to  ask 

That  I  shall  hear  again 

The  ocean's  thunderous  roar  and  din, 

And  lie  with  warm,  soft  sand 

Against  my  skin; 

Or  dive  into  the  oncoming  wave, 

Without  a  thought  my  life  to  save? 

Is  it  too  much  to  ask 

That  I  shall  roam 

All  countries  of  the  earth, 

And  understand  its  people; 

Their  sorrow  and  their  mirth  — 

Is  this  too  much,  O  God,  to  ask? 


BABETTE 


I  watched  her  face 
And  watching  felt  the  tears  arise. 
For  hers  was  a  naked  beauty, 
And  her  soul  shone  from  her  eyes. 


AUTUMN    LEAVES 


The  notes  of  the  music 

Fell  softly  like  autumn  leaves; 

Intricate  as  the  design 

Of  the  web  a  spider  weaves. 

The  atmosphere  changed 
And  the  wonder  of  it  grew, 
As  the  music  lifted  my  spirit 
And  I  was  alone  with  you. 


KINDRED    SPIRITS 


For  many  years 
I  watched  your  face; 
At  lectures  and  concerts, 
In  many  a  place. 

Your  name  to  me 
Was  quite  unknown, 
Yet  I  knew  your  mind 
As  I  knew  my  own. 

And  since  we  met 
On  that  unforgettable  day, 
Our  friendship  has  grown 
Like  flowers  along  the  way. 


WINTY 


He  was  very  small, 
Little  more  than  two; 
His  skin  was  dark, 
His  eyes  a  deep,  brown  hue. 

He  could  scarcely  talk; 
Just  a  tiny  tot. 
But  he  said  a  prayer  — 
To  make  me  walk. 


NORTHERN    LIGHTS 


What  led  me  out  of  doors  that  night 
I  do  not  know, 

But  all  the  earth  seemed  bathed 
In  a  radiant  glow. 

And  then  there  was 
A  hissing,  crackling  sound. 
While  shafts  of  light  shot  out 
From  sky  to  ground. 

What  strange  and  inexplicable  phenomenon 

Was  this? 

Only  its  mystery  I  know  — 

Its  name  —  Aurora  Borealis. 


PLACE    IN    THE    SUN 


There  is  a  mount  in  California 
Where  I  feel  that    I  belong, 
Where  roses  bloom  throughout  the  year 
And  birds  sing  all  night  long. 


SYRINGA    AND    EUCALYPTUS 


A  thing  of  beauty- 
Is  a  joy  forever, 
So  they  say. 
And  such  a  symbol 
Has  come  to  me  to-day. 

Syringa  and  eucalyptus 
In  an  Indian  jar. 
Will  henceforth 
Carry  my  thoughts  afar. 


ALADDIN'S    LAMP 


A  touch  of  magic 
Was  in  my  mail  that  day, 
When  a  parcel  came 
From  far  away. 
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Like  any  child 
With  some  new  toy, 
I  opened  my  gift 
With  a  feeling  of  joy. 

Filled  with  perfume. 
Its  colour  gold, 
Aladdin's  Lamp 
Lay  within  my  hold. 

I  made  a  wish 
As  I  rubbed  it  tenderly; 
Wondering  if  the  Genie 
Might  appear  suddenly. 

And  not  long  after, 
A  letter  came. 
With  the  self-same  wish 
And  the  sender's  name. 

So  since  thoughts  are  things. 

They  always  say; 

I  know  my  wish 

Will  come  true  some  day. 


PRODIGY 


This  being  seemed  different  somehow, 
Different  from  other  men, 
And  I  watched  him  conscious  of  something; 
Something  beyond  my  ken. 

I  wanted  to  know  all  about  him; 
Who  he  was  —  from  whence  he  came. 
Yet  it  seemed  not  to  matter  greatly 
That  I  did  not  know  his  name. 

For  his  fingers  touched  the  keyboard; 
The  music  began  to  flow  — 
And  its  universal  language 
Told  all  I  needed  to  know. 


THE    MAN    AND    THE    TREE 


Like  a  disciple 

At  the  feet  of  his  Master, 

The  man  gazed  up  at  the  tree; 

Thinking  perhaps  how  much  greater, 

The  giant  was  than  he. 

Greater  for  centuries  of  growing. 
In  wind  and  storm  and  sun; 
Greater  in  all  its  glory, 
Yet  which  was  the  greater  one: 

The  man  with  his  paints  and  brushes 
And  a  vision  to  translate, 
Or  the  tree  in  its  stately  beauty, 
Knowing  neither  love  nor  hate? 


RECOGNITION 


He  came  from  another  country; 
Born  in  some  faraway  place, 
Yet  he  sensed  a  feeUng  of  kinship, 
The  moment  he  saw  my  face. 


MT.    ECCLESIA 


The  chapel  bell  is  ringing. 
The  doves  are  cooing  in  the  trees; 
And  the  fragrance  of  exotic  flowers 
Is  carried  on  the  breeze. 

As  in  a  convent  garden 
In  the  days  of  long  ago; 
It  strikes  a  chord  of  memory, 
Yet  why  should  this  be  so? 


REMINISCENCE 


I  looked  beyond  the  valley 

To  the  mountains  far  away, 

But  my  thoughts  had  travelled  farther 

To  another  bygone  day. 

On  this  mount  we  stood  together, 
Gazing  far  below; 
Wondering  what  the  future  held; 
Yet  well  it  was  we  did  not  know. 


THE    GOOD    SEED 


Many  years  ago 
I  planted  a  seed, 
But  life  went  on 
And  I  gave  it  no  heed. 

But  when  long  after 

I  was  passing  by, 

I  found  a  tree 

With  branches  reaching  toward  the  sky. 


WILD    OATS 


We  think  that  words 
Dropped  here  and  there 
Are  lost  and  scattered 
On  the  air. 

But  they  travel  farther 

Than  we  know. 

And  it  is  well 

To  consider  what  we  sow. 


PARTING 


And  though  you  go, 
You  still  are  with  me 
In  the  music  that  I  hear; 
The  air  I  breathe; 
In  every  tear. 

And  sadness 

Much  too  deep  for  words 

Grows  deeper 

And  canot  be  stilled. 

And  so  I  weep 
For  you  —  for  me, 
For  all  whose  dreams 
Are  unfulfilled. 


SOUL-HUNGER 


There  is  a  yearning  within  us 
That  recurs  again  and  again; 
At  times  it  is  almost  joyous, 
But  more  often  it  is  pain. 

We  wake  with  a  new  day  before  us 

And  plan  to  make  it  good; 

Yet  why  does  it  end  so  often 

With  the  knowledge  we  are  misunderstood. 

Like  an  alien  in  a  foreign  land, 
Who  cannot  speak  the  tongue; 
We  live  in  a  world  of  strangers  — 
Each  to  everyone. 


COMPASSION 


Some  people 

Tear  at  our  heart-strings, 

In  a  way 

We  cannot  explain. 

Our  thoughts 
Are  for  their  happiness; 
We  long  to  share 
Their  pain. 

But  though 

We  try  to  reach  them, 
We  cannot  find 
The  key. 

Yet  we  continue 
Our  searching; 
Like  ships 
For  those  lost  at  sea. 


STRANGERS 


What  is  this  urge 

Our  inner  thoughts  to  share; 

Is  it  but  a  delusion 

Or  a  snare? 

Are  we  not  strangers, 
Each  one  on  the  path  alone 
Striving  for  peace 
Or  a  way  to  atone? 


THE    WALL    BETWEEN 


I  make  a  wish  that  you  and  I 

May  meet  in  peace  some  day  —  somewhere, 

And  find  that  all  our  differences 

Have  been  dissolved  in  air. 

I  hope  that  we  may  walk  and  talk, 

Or  on  imagination's  wings  may  even  fly. 

With  never  bitter,  angry  words 

That  cause  something  within  our  hearts  to  die. 

When  we  have  learned  the  lessons 
That  brought  us  face  to  face. 
Perhaps  the  wall  between  us 
Will  have  vanished  into  space. 


FRIENDSHIP 


Friendship 

Is  a  stepping-stone  to  happiness; 
A  means  of  sharing  joy  — 
Of  alleviating  strain  or  stress. 

It  can  lead  us 
Into  unfamiliar  ways, 
And  with  adventure 
Fill  our  days. 

Friendship  is  something  different 
To  each  and  everyone. 
But  all  may  benefit 
By  any  they  have  won. 


THE    POLISHED    GEM 

This  clash  of  temperament 
What  does  it  mean? 
Do  we  change  each  other  thus 
In  ways  imseen? 

Like  a  gem  that  must  be  polished 

And  then  ground, 

Our  character  sometimes  is  molded 

By  those  to  whom  we  are  closely  bound. 


THE    MYSTIC 


A  modern  Viking  he  seemed  to  me, 

His  blue  eyes  looked  deeper  than  I  could  see. 

He  carried  me  back  to  Egyptian  days, 

When  they  built  the  pyramids 

In  mystical  ways. 

He  told  me  about  the  Healing  Art; 

Of  herbs  for  the  body's  every  part. 

He  loved  all  nature  — 

The  mountains  and  seas; 

From  mankind  down  to  the  tiniest  bees. 

Like  Druids  of  old 

With  their  sacred  rites; 

Wisdom  he  taught  to  neophytes; 

Guiding  them  in  ways  unknown 

Until  they  found  the  Philosopher's  Stone. 


KARMA 


And  what  have  I  to  do  with  thee, 

O  Buddha? 

And  why  this  symbol  of  an  ancient  faith 

Within  my  hand  at  last? 

Is  there  some  bond  that  calls 
From  out  the  past  — 
And  thou,  Selim, 
Art  Buddha's  messenger? 


A    PRAYER 


Increase  my  consciousness 

Dear  God, 

Of  the  good  there  is  in  life. 

Increase  my  consciousness 

Of  the  wrong  that  comes  from  strife. 

Increase  my  consciousness 
Of  the  many  forms  of  beauty. 

Increase  my  consciousness 

O  God, 

Of  the  meaning  of  love  and  duty. 


THE    OPEN    DOOR 


Oh,  I  believe 
That  many  times 
Have  I  been  here  before; 
That  each  new  birth 
Is  but  an  open  door. 

An  open  door 
With  still  another  chance 
To  build  a  life  anew; 
With  ever  greater  wisdom 
To  sift  the  false  from  true. 


PS       Milne,  Dorothy 
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